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My dear lady, the frogs are here,

Crouched in the wet grass of this simple country,

Make croaks and groans, tread with their delicate feet

On the flat leaves of lilies. Stars and birds

Frighten the fishes, frighten us, and we

Stand under shadows by the watery sea.

O out of words blasted from Spain or Belgium,
Shot from a vision of guns and bombs, my poem
Speaks tenderly of the sutured head, the thing
Lying alone by a broken mound of earth.
Can we bring heaven nearer than a star,
Or take the shadow from a world at war ?

NORMAN NICHOLSON

The Blackberry

Between the railway and the mine,

Brambles are in fruit again.
Their little nigger fists they clench,
And hold the branches in a clinch.

Waggons of ore are shunted past,

And spray the berries with red rust,
Which dulls the bright mahogany
Like purple sawdust, clogged and dry.

But when the housewife, wind-and-rain.

Rubs the berry spick and span,
Compound it gleams like a fly's eye,
And every ball reflects the sky.

There the world's repeated like

Coupons in a ration book;